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The Them 


Disclaimer: Come on, you know it's my twisted imagination.. and | would never want to hurt those guys. 


Note: Yes. This is reinventing that robot story, though they're not all that much alike. | mean, even the title 
changed-and it's still an OT. Gee. 


And Nikki, here it is for you - don't you DARE tell me you like the previous version better. |. Don't. Care. :b 
Long Way From Home 


Part |. Vince 


#0. The Lost Memories 


It had been a year since | woke up from that endless darkness. He was the first thing | saw after my rebirth, 
and he had been my whole world. Every morning | opened my eyes, | asked myself the same old question, but 


never got the answer. 
--Who am I? 
No. The fog hasn't gone. | sit up, look around. The room is bright and warm. Usually | can see his note on the 


table: 


Vinny, 

Breakfast is in the oven Dont burn yourself. Will be back soon ;) 

| slowly close my eyes, only to open them again, then | get up. A new day begins. 
It was so much like a marriage. All | had to do was to wait home alone. 


And | liked it. 


Every morning | open my eyes, | see exactly the same things. A soft wind kisses the white curtain. Sunlight is 
pouring down to me like a golden waterfall. Birds are singing, flying around, resting on the windowsill. But when | 


reach out my hands, | can touch none. 


Of course, those are all computer effect. He said to me that my hometown had all those things, singing birds 
and flowers and all, he thought | would like it. | said of course | liked it. | like it very much. 


When | say "I like it" or "lm happy", I'm not lying. Or to say, not completely lying. He'd be really delighted 
hearing me say that, with an almost shy smile on his face like a little child He is a really proud kind of person 
(or can | say person?), those little aches tear at my heart when | see him like that. | don't know why. But | 
hate to hurt him. Even after | understood the scaring truth. 


Even after that morning, all of a sudden, | got all my memories back.. 


Yes. All of them. Like a lightning, not even the slightest detail was lost. The fog that had covered my whole 
mind was far gone. | had wished to get them back when | knew nothing. And now when | got them, they were 
more like someone else's memories. Someone else's emotion. All the hatred and love that were so unreal and 


yet so strong.. 


And now | understand what that transient fear in his eyes meant. 


#1. The "Them" 


| was at a bar when | met Tommy. 

One of those nostalgic bars, as you know, for what you call "Rock N'Roll" no longer existed nowadays. Kids were 
more into electronic stuff, music that could literally put you in a trance, fuck you up with appointed note- 
combination. 

Fucking scientists. Sometimes | do think we should burn them or something. They are the modern wizards. 
„Anyway, | was at this 80s bar. They were playing some crappy glam-metal band whose name | couldn't 
remember correctly - was it Motlet Crue? - nevermind. But any crappy glam-metal band - even Poison -- 
was ten times better than those computer shit out there. At least with Vince Neil, it always was. 

So | was there, had a drink or two, enjoying myself when Tommy patted me on the shoulder: 

"Holy crap, isn't that our Vince?" 

| sighed and turned around. He's an old friend of mine. Not all that old, if you ask me, we had just known for a 
year or so. But he's a nice guy. At least he's nice when you bought him a drink, or complimented his 80s 
glam-metal band. | did both. 

"Yeah, it's your Vince. You'd better thank God or something." 


He seated beside me, asked for a whisky, then turned to me and smiled. 


"I thought you were at home being a good boy, Vince, for you told me last week you're not coming again. Now 


what happened? " 


"Nothing too big. Just wanted to have a drink," | said, shrugging, "And | should be doing the good boy, you know, 
but somehow it just pissed me off.. | mean, God, | thought women should be brainless. But this one.. she 
literally has no brain" 

Tommy laughed, 

"So it's your little girl you're angry at.. When's the wedding anyway?" 


Or to say, wher's the end of the world. 


"This Saturday. Fuck, l'm dead. "| snorted, "And she wants a new P-K4. ‘For our new home’. Fine, honey. As if it 


was free." 
Tommy laughed harder. 


‘Sometimes you're so cute, Vinny.. Like we don't know it's your parents' money you're spending. When did you 


start worrying about their wallets?" 


| glared at him and he did shut up for a while. His smiling eyes still looking at me, after a few seconds of 


silence, he wrapped his arms around my shoulder. 


"Say, bro, " he said, looking at the ground, "I know a place they sell P-K4ls for cheaper price. Much cheaper, if 
you ask me. Interested?" 


| sighed. 
‘Of course," | said, "Why not? I'd have to buy it in the end anyway. Is it far from here?" 


"Not too far if you have your rocketship with you, boy. About half an hour. It's a little planet around here." 


So here | was, sitting in this little rocket of mine, letting Tommy Lee drive me to a place | don't know shit 
about, and not having a sense of danger. To think about it, maybe | should. 


| wonder do you read newspapers, Vince?" Tommy said suddenly. 
"Newspapers? No. Who read them anyway?" 
| was a bit puzzled. Tommy smirked. 


"You're right, dude. No one read them. That's why they only print important stuff on them. To get rid of their 


own responsibilities." 
"What?" | asked, feeling a bit uneasy, "What do you mean by that?" 


Tommy's smile grew wider into a grin, "| mean important,dude. Anyway, so you haven't heard of the 


destruction of infected P-K4ls a year ago?" 

What was that? "No, | haven't. " 

Ill tell you the story then" He said, setting the system of my ship into automatic mode, then turned to me, 
"Not a long story though. About a year ago, our government pronounced that about three thousand P-K4ls 


had been infected a fatal virus and had to be destroyed. However, that wasn't the truth." 


"Which part?.. | mean, when you said that wasn't the truth, did you mean they wasn't infected or they wasn't 
destroyed?" 


"Good question," he said, looking at me. | could see those little sparkles in his eyes, "Good question, Vince. And ll 
tell you the answer. | meant both." 


"What..2" 


"They wasn't infected, but they had a big problem. A congenital one. They don't quite listen to orders, Vince, 
just like you and me." | swear the grin on his face was sly, "They had personalities." 


| sighed. Again. 


"Don't tell me tales. You are kidding me, Tommy. Robots? Have personality? Come on, man, it's not like I'm your 


4-year-old daughter." 

"You'll believe me when you see them. And you're about to see them. They're the most curious creature 
ever" He yawned, "However... they wasn't destroyed, of course. The government needed money, so they sold 
them here, at a low price. Beware, Vince. It's not a machine you're going to handle, it's a man" 


"But Tommy, why? There must be a reason..." 


"Yeah, there must be a reason but it's nowhere to be seen " He waved me off impatiently, "It's a mystery, 
Vince." 


| stared at him, "And how did you know all these?" 
| have my ways." 


We stayed quiet for some minutes, then | could see the outline of that little planet. It was red. | don't know 


why. 
"Are you taking me to a blackmarket or something?" | asked. 
And there came his annoying laughter again, as if it was some joke. 


"Not quite, Vince, not quite. It's better. You'll see it yourself. Honestly, | like this little place better than 


anywhere else. Its the paradise city - Here, we're inl" 


It was far from a blackmarket. Really far. In fact, | found myself at a strip bar. 
"What are we doing here?" 

| yelled at Tommy. Not that | wanted to, but | had too yell, the music were too loud 

"What?" 

"| said, what are we doing here?!" 

"Can't hear yal" 

Okay. Fine. Im about to freak right out. | thought: Fucking awesome. And then | noticed a fact. 

The chicks on stage. They had those little metallic nameplates somewhere around the back of their necks. 
All of them were P-K4ls. 

God, this was crazy. 


"How do you like it?" Tommy had led me into a room which was not so noisy, "Cool, ain't it? You can have any 


one you want." 
"But Tommy, what do you think she'll do if | bring home a half-naked chick?" 
Tommy stopped, and | almost stepped on his heel. 


"Shit, dude, sorry, | forgot." he said, | rolled my eyes. Seriously, who didn't see that coming? "We're off to a 
gay bar..." 


My eyes widened, "What?!" 


Thank God, that just never happened. 
On stage, a voice shouted: 
"Here it is! Your longawaited, real person show!" 


A storm of applause. | turned around, and saw Nikki Sixx for the very first time. 


| felt | was growing pale. Out of fear. For what? | didn't really know. But | couldn't get off a feeling that he was 


looking at me, too. 

And his eyes. His eyes were something inhuman. A robot shouldn't have those eyes, nor should a man. They 
seemed to belong to someone had been through hell. Someone crazy. They were like two whirlpools. They 
sucked you in. 


They sucked me in. 


| thought he grinned at me a little, then began his work. Fucking that chick tied up on stage. Or rather, banging 


her. 
Tommy smiled. "I'll call the boss." He said. 


"The boss", of course, was human. No surprise was a balding man with yellowish teeth. | told him what | 


wanted. "That one on stage." | said. 

He kept smiling, showing his disgusting teeth. "The girl?" 

‘No. The guy." 

Just then, "the guy" finished. He zipped up his pants, gave a stretch, then went off the stage. 
Nikki walked to me, through that big cheering crowd, with that wide, sincere smile on his face. 


Back then, | had no foreboding. That my life would never be the same again.. 


Ownership 


Disclaimer:see chl 
Don't punch me, Nikki. It's going to be boring..*kyawn* I'm not sure about this chapter, so lemme know whether 


it sounded okay or not.. Maybe it just wasn't a good idea to write a science fiction in English. Even if it was 
fake.¥sigh* 


+2. Ownership 


He was only in a pair of faded jeans when he walked to me, with his hands in the pockets. The metallic little 
nameplate glimmered in the darkness like an eye of a right-walking cat. And his own eyes, they were just as 
piercing. 


"Now let's see... who am | sold to?" 


His voice was soft and casual, if not teasing. | had paid for it with my credit card, then the boss gave me this, 


a little silvery box, and left. 

"Open it" 

| did. In the first layer there was a tiny key. He took it himself, inserted it somewhere on that nameplate. 
Now | didn't quite know how, but his chest opened, revealing the inside of his boby. It was really strange, 
because the outside of it was so human If he had dressed into a suit, | would never think of he probably was 
a robot. But the inner side of this body, however, was nowhere near human, It had an intaglio of a hand on it, 
which was made of some kind of metal with a cold luster. But when | put my left hand on it, | had felt that it 
was strangely warm. Actually | had felt it throbbing, little poundings hitting my palm. 

He looked at me thoughtfully. 

"Vince Neil.. that's your name, right?" 


| nodded. 


"So you're the princess of that old scientist Neil.” 


| hadn't expected him to say this, so it took me a few seconds to understand what he was talking about. To 
think about it.. No. | never understood what he talked about. And | could hear fucking Tommy sneer somewhere 
behind me. | glared at him. 

"The son, thank you." 

"Aah, the son," He chuckled softly, "Whatever.| don't see the difference." 

It had been a while. | wanted to take my hand back, but he didn't let me. He grabbed my wrists. 


‘Not yet" He said, "Not yet. You can't break the connection.. it hasn't finished." 


It was only about two minutes, and it already felt like forever. With a hand on his chest, all of a sudden | 


started feeling uncomfortable, with all those little evidences under my palm, as if.. 

As if he had a heart there. 

"True to nature, ain't it?" He's reading my mind. Bastard. "But after all, it's not real. Don't get confused, boy." 
He was looking down at me while saying that. "Don't get confused, boy.” | didn't really know what he meant by 
then. But | remembered the way his eyes looked They were blue-black, like the late-night sea. And | almost 

found myself surpringly agreeing with Tommy. What kind of expressions in his eyes did he have? They looked 
so deep and sarcastic, yet almost sad. 

Robots shouldn't have expressions in their eyes, should they? 

| closed my eyes. No. | shouldn't be thinking. 

"Has it finished?" 


He brushed my left-hand off and yawned. 


"Yes. Actually.. had been finished for a few moments. Just took some time to read some more. Your future 


wife is pretty hot... You don't mind, do ya?" 
| rolled my eyes. "What if | say yes?" 

He shrugged," Then, dude, Im sorry." 

Fine. | had just bought myself a fucking Californian robot 


"Just in case you wanna know, " he said, heading to the door, "My name's Nikki. Nikki Sixx. Now, isn't that cool?" 


"What if | say no?" 
He shrugged again, then stopped and turned half-way round. 
"Marie, you seen my jacket?" 


| didn't realise who he was talking to, until the little girl ran off somewhere and came back with a coat in her 


hand. 


"Fine." Nikki said, putting it on. "And now I'm off. Yes, I'm not coming back again. Don't you DARE cry, Marie. | 


hate it when women cry." 

But she was hardly any woman. At first, | didn't even recongnize that it was the girl he fucked on stage. 
Because she was so young, almost looked like a child Marie had her eyes red, looking like she was going to cry 
but held it back desperately. Nikki patted her head. 

"Good bye, girl." 


With the words, he grabbed my arms and led me out of there. 


"But what about Tommy?" | asked when Nikki was setting my ship. 

"He said he had some friends to see here. Had told me not to wait for him" 

"But." Why didn't he tell me?! 

"What?" He finished it, leaned back and had his body stretched. His head didn't turn, just slanted a gaze at me, 
smiling. His eyes was blue-grey now, and the expression in them, if there was any ever, changed as well. Now 
it looked mild and just a little bit of arrogant. Bastard. 


"Nothing." 


The silence lasted for a few minutes. He was not looking at me now, stared out of a porthole somewhere in 


distance. Looked as if he was thinking about something important. 
| started: 
"Nikki.. um, | have a request.” 


He didn’t turn. Lips twisted into a half-smile. "Say it” 


| couldn't get off a feeling, that it was more like.. he was my master or something. There was something about 
this... thing that was just unusual. If | hadn't sensed the danger before, | sure had now, and all of a sudden | 
hoped | hadn't bought it. 

But | had. 


"When you get to my parents’ house... shit, | mean, can you behave yourself when you see them? And my 


future wife. A robot like this would seriously scare her to shit... 
A smirk. "What do you mean by ‘behave myself? Am | not now?" 
"You know what | was talking about" | let out an irritated sigh, "Come on, at least..." 


He turned his head this time, to look at me carefully. My breath was caught in chest. Hands sweating. | bit my 


lower lip, then he turned away. 
"Okay." 


Judging by his expression, | couldn't tell what he was thinking about. Or to say.. he didn't have any expression 
at all. He was now a perfect robot with a blank face. 


But good. At least.. 


At least sometimes, he could be reasonable. 


"Vince!" 


Before the robot-maid had a chance to say anything, a fat woman ran out to me, almost knocked me to the 


floor. Yes, unfortunately, she was my mother. 


"Where did you go? You left you mobile in the bedroom!" Yeah, and | did that on purpose. "We couldn't find 


you.. Your dad almost sent up a satelite to look for you!" 


| drew a sigh. "Come on, mum, he would never do that, | know him too well. And.." | looked into the hall, the 


annoying redhead wasn't there, thank God. "Where's Joan?" 


"Looking for her already?" She pretended to be angry, pouting, then smiled again, "She waited for you, but now 


she's gone. She said she'd come to see you tomorrow. Now what's up?" 


"| had bought her the robot" | said. 


Nikki was standing behind me, not saying a word. It was already dark outside, so she didn't notice him at first. 
Now she was dragging him to the hall, where the lights were brighter. 


"That's a nice one!” she exclaimed, while scanning him up and down, “But you're not afarid of.um, that he 


probably will steal your beautiful girl away?" 


| would be happy if he did so. "Come on, woman, its merely a robot" 


But.. was it? 
| was not sure. And just then, while my mom was still at his back, Nikki winked at me and grinned. 


That grin was almost evil. Tommy's words echoed between my temples. 


"They are the most curious creature ever." 


End of confusion note: 
Nikki wasn't reading Vince's mind. He read his fingerprint and got his info through the net. 


From Tomorrow 


Disclaimer: see chl 


This little poetry below was written by late Haizi and was translated by me, so if anything's wrong.. blame the 


later! 


#3. From Tomorrow 


‘From tomorrow, be a happy man 
Feed your horse and travel around the world, 
From tomorrow, care about food and vegetable 


| have a little house, 


Towards the sea, spring is warm and flowers are out. 


From tomorrow, write to every relative 
Tell them my happiness 
What that beatitic lightning told me 
Í would fell everyone. 


Give each river and moutain a warm name 
Little stranger, | bless you too. 
May you have a bright future 
May you have the one you love 
May you always sing your song 
And all | want is a little house 


Towards the sea, flowers are out and spring is warm." 


| read it over and over again. Not because | was loving it, only because it was so lame. It was written by some 
Chinese guy back in the 20th century. To think about it, Chinese modern poetries were always stupid. And 


nowadays, people didn't read poems. 


But really, all | want was a little house... why couldn't someone see that? 


| rubbed my temples. No, that was *wrong®. | shouldn't be reading poems while | should be working on a 
dissertation. Damn. Not that | loved poems, but | hated dissertations. | drew a heavy sigh, tried to concentrate 
myself on the work. Failed. Instead, | found myself thinking over that same old shit again: why should | be doing 
this? 

And the reason stood out as always: | was his son 

Why should | be his son? 

That was a fact, moron. 

And just because it was a fact, it was just itself, it could not stand for anything. | thought. Now why did 
anyone think | shoud do it just because | was his son? | wasn't loving it anyway. | mean, they thought everyone 


loved it. 


This life of being a successful man in public eyes. Fame and wealth and the president's youngest daughter. My 
father was into it, undoubtedly. 


But | never was a fan of it, if you asked me. It was just that | thought my life should be mine, they should 


*at least* respect my opinions. 


Unfortunately, no one would even ask my opinions. 


And there came this annoying knock-knock on the door, just as | was thinking about this matter of life and 
death. | jerked away from my desk. 


"Who is it?" 
The door opened, Nikki Sixx appeared and grinned right into my face. God. Anyone but him. 


However, | was wrong. Some one followed, and that was exactly "president's youngest daughter". Anyone but 
Joan and him. The girl slipped into my room, Nikki closed the door behined her. 


"Vince, they say you're at work and didn't let me come in." 
"Well, actually | am." 
"Sorry," she put out her tongue, "just wanted to see you. | was too excited to fall asleep" 


| didn't know if it made me sound a queer, but | believe there were some men would truly fall for her. In fact, 


many of them. But somehow that just wasn't gonna be me. | guess it was just because she wasn't my type. 


What was my type then? 

Well, | would know when | saw one. 

And somehow | had believed | would find a girl, a perfect girl that | loved so much and she loved me too.. 
Now | must stop sounding stupid, but this is definitely the last chance of it. 

"Sure you were." | shrugged. 

| must have sounded too dull, she began to get aware of it. "Vince? You're tired?" 

"Not really." | said, rubbing my eyes, wishing she could be automaticly removed. "But it was tiring.” 

"Well, that's one thing | never doubted" She shrugged, "Then, | think | should stop bothering you?" 
Exactly. "No. | didn't mean that." 


Joan grinned. "But you looked as if you could fall asleep right there on the chair. I'm off, Vince. Good dreams 
then" 


Good. Once in a life time she actually stopped bugging. When she was at the door, | felt a little guilty and added: 
"Tomorrow." 

She turned slowly to look at me, eyes lightened, smiling. 

"Im so happy.” 

And | somehow had forced myself to say: 


"Me too." 


Nikki Sixx was standing right beside my desk. At my words he rose his gaze from it and met mine, with an 
raised eyebrow and a half-smile. Mockingly. Looked as if he was saying: "Oh, are you?" 


Bastard 


The door closed, and what | wished didn't happen. 


That is, Nikki didn't get out with her. Instead, | found him sitting on my bed as if it was his. 

"What are you doing here?" 

He chuckled softly, like it was some joke. 

"To guard your security, sir-" 

He always called me "sir" before them, because that was what a good robot would do, you know? A good onw, 
polite and deferential and all. And when he did - | always wanted to throw a slipper at him. Because his tone 


had no courtesy at all. He said it in a sarcastic way, | knew it too well. 


So | just glared at him. And when | glare at him, he would have this amused smiled on his face, like | had just 
entertained him or something. Jesus, what's wrong with this fucking robot? 


This arrogant bastard, God, he's anything but a robot. 


"You were reading poems." Nikki said unexpectedly. 
"So?" | frowned at him, and he pretended he didn't notice it. "What does that have to do with you?" 


"Actually, yes. That had something to do with me." He shrugged. | didn't really expect him to say this. "It just 
happened that... | love poems." 


"Yeah? Fine, | hate them. Now get, out. | want to sleep." 


And there came that amused laughter again. Third time this day. Really, who did he think he was? | had to 
stop this thing's self-worshipping. | just had to. 


"And | just happen to think that people who read poems are ignorant, stupid bastards." 


Now | didn't quite know how it happened.. but | pulled out my tongue at him. And that was an action | hadn't 


been doing since 4. | regretted it at one, and no surprise he laughed harder. 


"God, Vince," he said, laughing, "you're really cute... and | thought you were reading it. Wouldn't that make you a 
ignorant, stupid bastard?" 


One fact that was sure there: | could not stand him. Fuck. | just could not. | was ready to kick his poem-loving 
ass when he got up. But the problem was, he never got up. 


No. He just gave a stretch, then lay down on my bed. 


"What are you still doing here?" 
He looked at me as if | was an idiot. 


"Haven't | told you before? Now, kid, I'll kindly say it again. I'm here to guard your security. You parents are 


afraid you will be kidnapped before tomorrow or something.’ 

If | could be kidnapped, the kidnapper should be just him and no one else. Why couldn't they see that? And.. 
"Fine, then, what the fuck are you doing in my bed?" 

He yawned. "Sleep, what else. You didn't know we need to sleep, too?" 

"No, | mean.." Fuck, fuck, fuck. "Shouldn't you be.. on the floor or something?" 


Nikki smirked. "I think your bed's big enough." He said, "And if anyone is sleeping on the floor... that should be 


you. Come on, why bother? I'm only a chickenshit robot, | can do nothing... 
He knew it. He fucking knew | couldn't fight over him. Fuck him. And.. 

| really, really didnt want to give in on the bed. 

And just as he said, it was big enough. 

| gave him a final dagger glare, then lay down on it as well. 

"Good boy," he grinned, "now, have a good dream, Vince." 


| was turning my back on him, now | could feel his hand on my hair. | froze. "From tomorrow, be a happy man: 


He turned off the light. 


„Jesus, | hate him. He knew it. He knew it too well.. 


‘From tomorrow, be a happy man" What the fuck is that? Tomorrow.. 


Tomorrow would be my fucking wedding. 


*cough*l really, really don't know why they ended up go to bed together... Blame Nikki, not me. ‘pp 
And.. tomorrow will be my fucking school day *cries* Yes, l'm a student. So, probably from now on you can 


only see me update it on weekend. But maybe it will be more.. 


Lost and Found 


Disclaimer: Whatever... 


Note: I'd say this chap kind of suck.. but you'll have to read it. | know | had been a little lazy, but then, this 
time | do have a reason! That is, in this chapter | have a picture.. which was not the easiest to draw, though 


it might have looked like that. 


#4 Lost and Found 


It had been a most satisfying sleep. It was almost dreamless, which, in my case, was kind of unusual. When | 


woke up the next day, | had this strange but sweet feeling inside of me. 


To think about it, it was very much like what | had felt months later, the first time | woke up in that little 
white room. | seemed to have forgotten who | was, and what | was to do; all | did was lying there quietly, 
enjoying the mere fact of life, and wondering. The silence itself was so comforting; everything was in its right 


place. 


Then when all the senses came back, | felt this arm on my waist. | turned, and saw the man who was still 


sleeping in peace beside me. | stared at him, amazed. 


It had been years since | slept with some one else. About eleven or twelve years ago, when | was still at the 
age of nine, | slept with my mother. But almost every night she went to bed after | was alseep, and when | 
woke up, she was already gone. Of course, | screwed chicks when | was older. But the thing was, | never slept 
with one. | could not bear, that when you woke up in midnight because of some nightmare, which was not so 
uncommon of me, you saw someone sleeping beside you and she was a total stranger. | did not know why, but 
it seemed to me that waking up alone would not be nearly as lonely as waking up with somebody beside you 


you didn't even know. 


But this morning when | was staring at this guy.. strangely enough, | did not feel that way. Instead, | found it 
most natural to have him there, breathing softly (had he been breathing? Or was it my mere hallucination’), 


eye lashes slightly fluttering. 
This arrogant bastard, bad, bad robot, he looked like a child in sleep. 


There was a moment or two | did not want to wake him. It seemed that this could be eternal, and | had wanted 


it to be. But unfortunately, it just lasted for about a minute or so. All of a sudden, | felt the grip tightenned, 


as he was dragging me to him like | was a Teddy Bear or something. 
"Heyl" | exclaimed, tried to lift it. Failed. He was so much stronger. 


But then he began to wake. He rubbed his eyes with the free hand, then opened them. When he saw me 


staring, he smiled. 
"Morning, Vince." 


It was a most polite greeting. And | found myself returning it to him, instead of claiming my own right, | had 
every right to get myself free. 


"Morning." 


" Vince!" 


That voice. It was my mother's voice. | felt as if | was wakened from a sweet yet brief dream. The reality 


itself poured over my head like icy water. 


Yes. | had just realized the fact: today was my wedding. No more "next month" or "next week" or "tomorrow". 


Today. 


So this was it. 


This fucking end of the road. | had been pretending so hard all through my life, that at this moment, all of a 


sudden, it became much easier, more like a dream. So surreal... 


Was this guy "me"? This guy, dressed in totally white suit, smiling, walking hand in hand with his beautiful 
bride.. Was he "me"? 


It didn't seem so. It seemed that | had turned into someone else. And "|" was so far away. So far that | could 
not see or catch myself, could not feel anything. Nothing, not even despair. So fucken great. 


What was the importance anyway? 


| knew it. | hadn't been fighting. And now, all | had to do was to give in. | hadn't been fighting at all. Now it was 


already too late.. Any more struggles would have been useless. 


No. | shouldn't be thinking. | was too tired for it. 


"Mr. Neil?" 

Ahh. The priest that was. He was asking me would | take her as my wife. Sure. Why not now. 

It was only then | understood my eyes had been closed. | flung them open, and the light seemed too strong. | 
narrowed my eyes, turned and saw Joan beside me. She had been squeezing my hand, and | didn't feel a thing. | 
looked at her face. This beautiful, brainless creature, and | was to spend my whole life with her. To wake up 
with her every morning, this stranger... 

And | had already grown sick thinking of it. 

L" 

| had not thought of that merely the word "yes" would be so hard to say out when you did not mean it. | 
looked around. My mother was in the front row, looking at me anxiously. My father and her father were 


together, both had no expressions to be seen. Relatives. Friends. (Of course, their friends.) 


My eyes fell on the back side. Standing, together with all the other robot-servants and bodyguards, Nikki was 
there. 


| could not see his eyes. All of a sudden | wished so much to see them... all of a sudden, | had this stupid 


feeling that | would have courage again. Yes, | would have known what to do, if only he looked at me... 


Sarcastically or whatever, | didn't care. 
And he locked at me just then 

No. That was not mock there in them. | knew too well it wasn't.. but what was it? 
His eyes were strangely bright. It was lit with some kind of eagerness and yet. 


„| closed my eyes, only to open them again. Things were not as surreal as ever. And | could feel the ground 


below my feet. Then | heard my own voice, rather calm and clear. 
"No. | would not wed her." 


It was too much. No one was able to react to it. The horrible silence lasted, no one said a word. And | felt 


dizzy again, so dizzy, that | could not even stand steadily. | did not look at them, my mother or the girl. Only 


those eyes swayed in front of me. Somehow | managed to say, this time in a low voice: 
‘lm sorry." 


Then | ran away. 


The church was in a garden Out of that house, it was impossibly easy. No one chased after me, but | kept 
running. Till | found this little bosk behind the toilet. It was dark there even now, so it would be safe for me. | 
could not care for the smell. 

| sat down on the ground, sniffing a damp breath rising from the earth. My face burying in my hands. 
Despair, it came back. At that moment it had me drowned, running me over like a cold, wild river. 

Of course it was my fault. | cheated on the girl, | cheated on all of them... and | did feel guilty. But it seemed 
very little to me right now. What | had slowly realized, is a fact | did not know at once when | refused the 
marriage out of a sudden rage. | was slowly realizing it. 


What was the use of it? 


Yes. | did not want to marry her. | ran away.. but was there any point in it? Actually, no. Why didn't | see it? 
My life couldn't be any better than it used to be. 


It could only be worse. 


| buried my face deeper. Too tired to move, | would stay here. Stay here until | have the courage to do 


anything. Everything... 


| tried to cry, failed. 


| did not know if | fell asleep. But it seemed that | had a dream. And when | looked up again, it was already 


eveni ng. 


About eight o'clock. My limbs were numb. It was strangely comfortable, so | did not move. | just sat there, 
curled into a ball in the shadow of some garden toilet, not thinking about anything. 


| sat there, before | heard that voice. 


"I found you." 

The tone of it was calm, almost emotionless. Too familiar. 
| hid my face in the fists again 

"Come on" 


A hand reached for my collar. The other grabbed one of my arms, firmly dragging me out of there. | did not 
struggle, didn't move either. | felt as if | was dead, eyes tightly closed. 


He put me on a bench. 
‘Look at me." 


He said And | did. | opened my eyes. Only then | realized | had been really crying, soundlessly, tears running 


down my face furiously. He was wiping them away, not gentle at all, using the end of his sleeve. 

"They are all looking for you.. Should | take you home, naughty boy?" 

| turned my head way. My throat hurt, and | did not feel like speaking. But | said it. It really didn't matter now. 
"Whatever... | don't care." 

He raised an eyebrow. 

"You don't? Then why did you run from there?" 

"That was just.. | don't know." 

"Vince, look at me." 

He said that twice. Soft but demanding. What the fuck, was there really a point in it? 

"Tell me what is it" 

Yes. And | exploded. 

"You want me to tell you what is it? Fine. What am | to say? I'm sorry? I'm not sorry, not in the slightest bit. 
In fact, | don't give a flying damn Then what am | doing? | left, and if | never come back again, what am | to 


do? If | ever come back, why did | leave? Fuck you, you can bring me back any time you want, | don't care. 


Either way, my life is over. It was just that | thought | could be better. | was wrong, it could not.” 


| did not know why | said them to him. After all, he was just a robot, right? And he would sure as hell begin to 
mock me. | had been saying all this and that in a broken, sobbing voice. | was looking at the ground, but | had 
felt his gaze. He kept silent, holding my hands into his, which | did not bother to take them out. 


Silence. | did not move; | was not thinking. Whatever it was coming to me. And he was looking at me. Gazing into 


me intensely. Which made me wanted to dig his eyes out. 


"No, Vince." He then said quietly, after some moments, "No... It can be better. Actually, it can be very very 
good, if only you want it to be." 


And this time | turned to look up at him, puzzled, and there was something in his eyes that caught me in. That 
strange kind of sadness, and yet so oddly gentle.. It seemed to be something | could not understand. 


And it was as simple as that. He leaned in closer. Before | could react, | had felt those warm lips pressing 


against mine. 


| got them kissed! Finally! FINALLY! ... well, go read my other stories, you'll know exactly why l'm so excited. 


In fact.. | didn't want it to come in this way... did it sound odd?@__@ I'm sorry.. it was just that Nikki said she 


did not want Vince to be married, and | came up with this. 
And | have this stupid little thing to match the kissing scene:p 


http://imgphotobucket.com/albums/vI55/BornieBlueQ/kiss2jpg 


Run 


Author's Notes: 
Hey, | never said | dropped it..:p 


A bit short, | know. But it's been to long. If it sounds odd, please tell me. 


„But I'm not going to rewrite the previous chapters although | cringe at looking at them. *shudders* (At least 
not before this whole thing finished -- it's a two-parter. The Vince part needs about two chapters more.. 


Argh) 


#5 Run 


It was so wrong, | knew it. So fucked up. And sick And yet.. 


| assumed it was the champagne | was growing so dizzy. My head was spinning; The world seemed a blur, and 
as he kissed me, everything else stilled. The time stilled. It was like fireworks had been blowing up behind my 
eyelids. It was in-fucking-credible. | had no idea why it was like this: He was a guy; he was a robot. Why?.. But 
it was so good. Then | thought: fuck the "why's. And | kissed back 


Still my mind couldn't seem to process the fact that a robot was kissing me. A robot, which meant he must 
have no life at all. No feelings. There wasn't a heart inside that chest.. Yet in that brief minute, | was almost 
sure there had been one. | had never felt anything more alive than those lips, and that tongue; hot, feverish. 
And most importantly, the look in his eyes.. 


(Was it some kind of horrible, horrible virus?..) 


God, it must be so. Please, let it be so. Or else.. | would fail to deal with it. | had already failed. In actually 
letting he kiss me. In kissing back Fuck. Fuck, fuck. 


And now he broke the kiss. Those beautiful (scary, yes; lifeless?..) blue eyes looked into me. There still was 
that half-mocking half-sincere smile on his lips. But somehow it was different. So very different. 


"See?" He said, "| told you it could be good" 


| didn't know what to say. And sure | couldn't look at him. Because | was afriad if | actually looked deep enough 


into those eyes, | would say something terribly wrong. | knew | would. Then itd be all over. 
But he just looked at me. All quiet. 


(Was he waiting for my response? Were those eyes searching my face -- anxiously, as though he wanted to 
know the answer? ..| wanted to kill whoever made this virus. It was fucking inhuman) 


"l." At last | spoke up, my voice cracked, "You're infected." 


| still wasn't looking at him. | was looking at my shoes. But now | could feel his gaze burning into my skin. What 
the fuck was wrong with this thing?.. | didn't even have to reason with him, | thought. Just land a kick on 
where the CPU located, that would be the end of this nightmare. | had learnt it in the university (Rule One: 
robots shall never attack human). „And | had no idea why this thought had made me wanted to cry more. 


Nikki stared at me intensely for what seemed like forever, then he turned away, smirking. 


"Fine, little bastard,” he said, almost sighing, but his voice still soft, too soft, "I'm infected. So are you. „Just 


what do | have to do to make you believe it?" 
" Believe what?" 


His arm never retreated from where it had been when we were kissing: my waist. As though it belonged there. 
And | didn't move. Partly because he was so strong, it was not like | could free myself and get away without 
getting him mad. Partly because, well, it did feel good. 


Nikki pulled me closer. Too close, too fucking close. It was turning into a hug; my face almost buried in the 
curve of his neck. But | still didn't dare struggle... It was then | realised: it wasn't fear. Or it wasn't mostly fear. 


Something strange in his voice, his manners, his eyes, rooted me to the spot. 


-He should smell of cold machine. What he actually smelled like was soap (on his black cotton shirt), a hint of 
cologne (where did he get it, | wonder?), and champagne. It wasn't half bad. 


"Cut it, Vince. You know you belive it" 

His voice was calm, but not in the least machinelike, no. Although | hoped it was.. Why did they have to make 
them so perfect? It was all wrong. | had heard of stories and laughed them off, in which some typical teenage 
girl fell in love with her robot. But | was no school girl. School girls may find it romantic; | hated how it fucked 
with my head. 

Yes, | hated it. And | hated him. 


(The mockery. The half-hearted sincere. The smile - sometimes plain annoying, sometimes acceptable, 
sometimes..good. The way he looked at me when he thought | didn't notice; but | did. The weariness in his voice 


as if he was three hundred years old. The naughty spakles in his eyes as if he was three. The arm he kept 
around me "to guard my security". And three minutes ago, the kiss. ) 


Fuck him. It had only been a week.. | was not fucking ready. Fuck him. Fuck him. And.. 


"We don't have much time for all this bullshit, Vince. " He said, as if he was talking about the weather. "Now, 
onto the topic, lets say you have two choices: one is to run away with me, the other is | toss you over my 
shoulder and run away myself. Which do you prefer?" 


~ What the fuck? My eyes widened. And | could feel him laugh, soundlessly. But it wasn’t that typical ironic 
laugh of his. 


| think you're going to agree with me on this: what a cheeky, cheeky bastard. But back then | didn't have the 
chance thinking (| still think | could invent some witty remark if time had allowed me to). 


But let's get back to it: all off a sudden, the silence broke -- someone was approaching. It sounded like a whole 


army of robots were approaching. And soon | realized with horror: they were after me. 
"Run!" 


„Nikki grabbed my hand, and we began to run: out of the bushes, the lawns, the heart-shaped street lamps 
especially made for Vince Neil's wedding. Out of this shithole. We kept running. 


| didn't know why they didn't catch up with us, or if they were chasing at all. But when | was there, hand in 
hand with him, when the wind brushed my hair and bumped into my eyeballs and ran through my body.. 
Suddenly, all of this didn't matter. | felt safe and at peace; | felt as if | was finally free. 


